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stood carefully hidden like ghosts in an obscure corner. I
then learnt that every movement of theirs was known, and
that every message they sent was read. The British knew the
Russian code.
It seemed to me that my studio was the background of
a plot that contained a dramatic quality interspersed with
humour.
An hour later Kameneff arrived.
" I shall be leaving in a day or two. I will telegraph to
Moscow that I am bringing you."
This put me in a ferment of agitation. If the British
Government really could read the Soviet code, they would be
informed of my going and would stop me.
I could not risk a miscarriage of my plan. At last I said
to Kameneff:
" Don't telegraph."
" Why ? "
" Because—well, because ..." I hesitated, and he waited,
" because they will know." He affected no surprise,
his face underwent no shadow of a change, he just said quite
quietly,
" I thought so."
II
The decision to go to Russia precluded my presence at my
exhibition. I wondered indeed if in my absence any exhibition
could or would take place. The possibilities of modelling a
portrait of Lenin, however, besides the adventure and the
interest of the trip, seemed worthy to eclipse all other con-
siderations. Exhibitions one could have during the rest of
one's life, but here was something that could never happen
again. It must be taken when it offered or, if one were a coward
or a fool, declined.
I never hesitated in my decision, but there was an obstacle.
I had barely enough money for a single ticket to Stockholm.
Kameneff had not offered to pay, nor did I wish to be under any
obligation. He assured me that I should need no money in
Moscow, but I felt it was necessary to start with a sufficient sum

